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CHAPTER VIIL CosTraxcn.
"Feople talked a goodeel bout the

ifinc thengs they brought with um; mi
ssomc lowed they was a'mo--t loo fine
fur this neighborhood." Un thcyutliers

.lowed as hit was no difference ef Bogus
Hiept the town out with a lot a ships to
--pack goods backurds un ford's, un to,
3uu thrum.

'nicy was lots said about iim,
ttliongh! You know how it air about a
ttown! Uvverbodys aivn the watch, un
rallus sayun bout the wust thengs

they could about yuh! Mother haint
thataway. But father is a gnodeel.

"He didn't wan'l me to play with
Tolly! (and hrc she glanced up side-wi-

to see wliat efieet that name
upon me). But mother id the

little couldn't do no harm, thess
n playnn wish er. So I went down
there lots, becaise she wouldn't go

at first. So thataway I
"lots a thong-- , im I see lots a thengs at

nobody thought I nr seed. Ur
cf 1 did, at I reekle-Iecte- d urn. I gut
to line out at they wa somelnm agin-- t

--Bogus whur he'd come thrum whur-Mivv-

that was. I tole mother un she
tole father. But I reckon hit didn't go
much furder, thatawayl

"When I see that feller Martin at
you tuck on so about. I pz right away
I've seed you before, my larkey! He

-- was when Boguses first come
un went away thurreckly alter

1 hat. But he come back uvver once
en awhile. Un whut's eucrce about
ut, he alius fetch a whole drove a
"bosses un sole urn to Bogus, un he
taken um un shipped mn plum way
ofT, to France ur some'rs urruther, wav

5 "Uwertinic thattair feller Martin
t"'ul come, Bogus ml run out un at im
pcf he'd gnl ut-- 'Have you gut ut this
Ftimc, Martin?' he'd holler. 'No, I
t haint gut ut this time. But I've bout

gut the promise uv ut.' Martin nil say,
a laughun iack he allu- - does. Then
Boguses underlip ud drap und he'd
growl out some en a outlandish lan-
guage. Uu his wife ud come down un
cry, mi cry aroun fur thee four weeks
at a time. Un Bogus ud be as mad as
a setluu goose all that time. Then
idie'd kine a git over ut. un thengs ud
be kino a naychurl fur awhile agin.

" Then Martin ud come back agin, un
they'd have the same theng over agin.

"That was a good while ago. I hain't
'ben with Polly so much the last yur,
becaise she didn't lack the wav I I
1 ."

"I understand Fan. Go on,"' 1 said,
jpres-in- g her baud and holding it on my

w d

'I UNDERSTAND, TAX. GO OX." I
SAID.

knee, and, I believe whimpering a lit.

tie after a boyi-- h fashion.
1 was down town when thattair fe-

ller come the last time. An I
--Judge Barks say to Bogus:

" 'Martin hain't gut ut. Bogus. Un
rso he won't git Polly, will 'c?'

" He won't git cr ef he haint pit
mt,' sez Bo;ti, as viguree as a tagger.

'The feller at gita ut fur you. Bo--g-

he's to git Polly, hain't "e ef he
"wawnts er?'

" You kin have "er et you git ut,
Jndge,1 sez Bogus, kine a grinnun

Jack.
! kin kin 1?" sez the Judge, a

.grinnun.
'Yes. sur." sez Eogn.

" 'Tlien sl:e,'s mine. Bogus
"the dock'rauut' und he drawed out a
paper folded all up and tied uth a lot

ca little narry blue ribbon, un uth
picters nv big yaller eagle on ut.
Uogus' ban shuck so, at he could
scaisely hole ut.

Ke:ul er fur me. Judge,' ize a
ssettun down.

'I cain't read Frainch,' sez the
--Judge. But you kin read ut when
.you come to yurseff. But reckleleck
"""bout Poliy.''

" 'She's yourn. Judge,' sez Bogus,
jgitten up.

" But I thenk she lacks that youni:
stripper ur a Silkut." sez the Judge,

--kine a whislun to hissefF.
" 'Xo defiurnce whut he lack

She'll have any Dody at I szy. sez
Bogus, stompun his foot-- Un "eii they
both kine a sanchurd ofT a talkuu. un I
didnt nuthuu more tell hit

"wair tole roun this evenuu at they was
Married. Judge Barks looked as

.please'n us "
"The scoundrel! He deserves hang-n-

Til kill im before sundown
ef it's the last theng I do,"

-- said I, springing up and feeling for the
.Jong pistols that Buck had armed me
with.

'Set down,' said Fan, pulling me
down again and holding me firmly by
the hand. "They'll be time enough

fur all sich as that Seems
?to me if I had all the chaincte that
.Polly Ann Le&therwood had Td a ben
about as find as her, un ud a knowed

jas much cr more."
We continued talking there until it

uras bejianin to fee light and every

body "had gone back to their homes,
leaving the town to a few men who
galloped about from place to place
with guns across their saddtes. Then
Fan, telling me to lie down and sleep,
in her own room tn her own bed, until
she should call mo to breakfast; and
admonishing me to remember what I
might happen to dream, for it would
be sure to come true, she left me to a
sound sleep concluding with'an elab-
orate dream in which I married Fan

s, in the Belief that she was the
queenly and fascinating daughter of
the French smuggler, or Buccaneer, or
whatever he was.

CHAPTER IX.
SOME STRANGE COUItT PHOCECDIS03.

Awaking with the incubus of this
dream oppressing me, from an in-

terminable period of the immeasurable
cycles of sleep, I came slowly to com
prebend the significance of the occur-
rences of the previous day and the
night, only to exchange the fleeting
incubus of the night for a more per-
manent one of the day. Where mms
Polly? She had wanted to tell me
something of great importance some
secret not to be whispered within the
possible hearing of other people.
True, Fan had supplemented this with
the story of the marriage. But was
not this a mere rumor? The idle gos-
sip of an envious and back-bitin- g vil-

lage? And should I accept such flimsy
and unreliable rumors for a full under-
standing of all the facts? Such an
understanding as I could get only from
her? Xo; I must see her. Only from
her in person ought I to accept an ex-

planation as authentic and complete.
I owed it as a duty to myself and to
her to see her and hear from her own
lips her own version uninfluenced by
the presence of other. In short, I
must sec her, and alone.

I know noio that what I thought then
the perfect philosophy of generous and
manly argument for the pure anil sim-

ple truth was in fact a specious and
shallow plea for the present gratifica-
tion of my longing to see her, the
daughter of the horse-thie- f! Ah! I
said it is only for the present and for
the hst time. And s!.c can not be held
responsible in any way for her father's
crimes, whatever they may have been.
And perhaps these are th mere ground-
less charges of malice. Had I not seen
deadly feuds involving perhaps more
bloodshed than that of lat night,
among noted families in the S.tndtown
circuit? Couldn't I name them almost
bv the score?

Later in life I should have frankly
confessed to the truth that 1 wanted to
see Polly and talk to her simply out of
my ravenous hunger for her presence,
her touch, and the sound of her voice.
Tiiis would have been ample apology
in my own eyes in maturer years. It
is ample apology anil explanation for
far more desperate resolutions and
deeds than I contemplated, even in my
greatest frenzy. But hold! Have I
not forgotten my sudden hatred for
Judge Barks? The man who in past
times had affected to see in me mate-
rial that might be wrought into brilliant
things. The man who had paid me
the great compliment to point out the
road to preferment perhaps to emi-
nence, and stir in my heart the first
fluttering of ambition that guardian
angel of youth through the period of
greatest temptation and least power of
resistance.

1 ea-i- ly persuaded myself that the
judge's friendship for me was a selfish
one. Through it he c.mhl the more
readily reach the proud and wayward
daughter of the tavern-keepe- r. I

how many, how very many
times the old judge had been enabled
to pass a whole evening in our com-
pany. In ours! In hers! What did
he really care for mine! I was the
simple and unsuspecting means to the
end. I had sat beside her listening to
hi skillfully handled fund of stories
aud philosophic dissertation, proud to
show her that 1" was of sullicient im-

portance in the eyes of the greatest
man within our ken to bring that
man to her so often so verv often.
What a fool!

Howccr. I managed to eat very
heartily of the very palatable break-
fast that Fan had speedily prepared on
finding that I was at List awake. I
even smiled faintly as, in answer to
Tan's question, I confessed the dream
to her.

She was in ccstacies. Always neat
and careful of her dress she v:is this
morning in her very best antl with the
advantage of feeling as I presume
only a onian can feel that she is at
her best in every respect. A bright
smile flitted about in the many dimples

f her pinky cheeks; and her
hair, curling in the short locks about
her ears and neck, gave her a sort of
refinement and delicacy that I had
heretofore totally failed to discover in
her. Moreover we were entirely alone,
the whole family having gone to some
portions of the village more neatly the
center of excitement a; this time, and
finding the attraction too strong to

them to return as jet.
Usually loud aud loquacious. Fan

liad a smiling and delighted shyness
and reserve upon her thi morning a
combination always captivating to mc,
and I believe, to all of the sterner sex.
She said little excepting in answer to
my own remarks. But there was an
eager, impatient, expectant and

way about her looks and move-
ments that claimed a part of my atten--

J lion, and even succeeded in some de
gree in making me temporarily forget
the keener point of my anguish and
restlesnes- -

Finnhy I arose, and, taking my hat,
walked to the door and looked out.

"Are yon a go-u- Jim?" she
asked, timidly, and coming to the
door half shyly.

" Yes," I said, without looking di-

rectly at her.
" And if you find that she isn't mar-

ried?"
" Then Til marry her as quick as

we kin git to a preacher."'
"And ef vou find she is then

what?"
"Then I'll come back and marry

you this very evening." 1 said, half in
jest and half in desperate earnest.

" Will you?" she said, with a radi-
ant smile. " Then Til be ready. I'll
have every thing readv. Til st3V at
home a purpose to be ready.1 And I

she thrcWher arms about niy- neck
and pressed niy. check to her lips with
such vehement forcefuliiess that my
face tinged for minutes ou my rapid
Walk to the village.

I fancied that the men I passed in
little groups hero and there eyed me
with a curious derision in their
glances. Was it generally known that
I was the disappointed lover? Had
gossip fully settled upon the onclu-sio- n

that in this tragedy I had played
only the clown and had been buffeted
alrout by the harlequin of lore? I was
too young to face the guns of ridicule
as yet And so I avoided every group
and sauntered about almost aimlessly,
in the hope that I might by accident
ascertain some thing" of the where-
abouts of her and . Well, there
was little else that I cared to know. If
I could only lind Buck Leatherwood!

The Leatherwood home I found
closed and deserted save as to the cast
room. There w:is a curious crowd
gazing in at the windows and moving
about to obtain better views of the in-

side.
"What's going on?" I asked as care-

lessly as I could.
"The doctors is en thar tennun to

tiic wounded," a man answered in a
low voice. "They's about a dozen uv
um hurt more ur less sum uv um
putty bad, I low."

"Was any body killed?" I ventured
to a-- k.

"They say at Buck Leatherwood was
killed un thattair felier Martin un the
Shurf Smith as he called hisclf their
bout dead by this time. They're bout
ready to hatjbus corpus Bogus un the
rest uv his fellers right now. They've
gone attor um. I low they'll git loose.
They hain't nothun but agin
um. they go now, boys! Les3
go over to the court house."
The ground floor of the
court-roo- was already pretty well
filled, and I could only get a seat by
claiming my privilege as an "officer of
the court," tuid so secure a seat inside
the bar. The judge was just saying:

"As to this man Mali tun, I suppo'C
you don't want to twy to hold him do
you?"

"Xo, your honor," said a stranger
and gentleman,
rising, "We understand that Martin is
dying. Of course, if he gets well "

"It'll be time enough then," said the
judge, frowning. "Will you take up
these other cases sepawately aw sing-
ly."

"Why. your honor, as all the evi-

dence applies equally to all the cases,
we might take up the case of the leader,
with the understanding "

"Yes, cuhtunly, cuhtunly," ihe
judge interrupted. "I kin pass on all
the caes whenuvvah you agwec what
the evidence is to be. Call yo fuhst
witness."

"George TunnycIilT." the lawyer
called, and a tall, dark,
man stepped forward. He shook
hands with Joe Ellet and exchanged
a few words and a smile that tended to
relieve the se ere gravity of the occa-
sion somewhat. Then he took his scat
in the chair elevated upon a bov so as
to make the witness conspicuous.

"What do you pwopoe to pwove
by this witness?" asked the jvdge,
sternly.

"The theft of the two
your honor."

"How do you pwopoe to connect
these men with that! You don't pwe-tei-

that any of them was thai), do
you?"

"No, your honor. But "
"Then yon must show Mahtun's

guilt as prineipal. Then you kin show
that these men wuh accessory aftuh
the fact. That's the only way kin
see. Mebbe you've gut a way."

"But. your honor, we want to make
this statement of our position. We are
able to show that this Martin w:w an
.mployi of thi man who calls himelf
Leatherwood," the lawyer said, turn-
ing to Bogus, who scowled upon him
unmoved and eareleis. "We are able
to show that Martin simply did his
bidding. We will show that he is the
captain of an organized band of out-
laws, (great sensatiou in the court-
room.) We will show that his past
life has been that of a robber upon the
high seas a pirate your honor; and
that his real name, if known, would
hold him up to the execration of every
bodv in the "

"Hold on. Mr. Call. Hold on thah!"
thundered the judge. "I can't and
shan"t puhmit such statement to be
made sub, when I know that
you know you can't come in a thou-a- n

miles uv pwovun uv any such
chahges. Ncvah mind. Majah Gwiggs.
I'll you when yo time comes,"
he continued, as the major rose to his
feet to enter an objection. "Xow,"
lie continued, "this may not look as ef
it was the awd'n'y way uv pwoceed-ual- i,

but the shuh-u- f will suv some
wawn'ts on Mituh Tunnycliff
and the posse that killed young Mistuh
Luthuhwood, and then I'll fix bonds
full the uv all at the next
tuh-h- of this cote.

" But your honor "
" Mistuh Shuh-uf- ," thundered the

court, interrupting Hon. John C. Call,
as the strange lawyer turned out to
be. " Suli-v- s yo wawnts. Mistuh
Cluhk you kin take the pnl;onal

uv each aud evwy tine of
these men to app-yu- h at the next tuhm
ov this cote."

"But. your honor," said Mr. Call,
remonstratingly, "we might as well
dismiss our case againt this man antl
his followers at once if this is simply
to be the setting offof one batch of pros-
ecutions against another. I hope '

"Mistuh Call," interrupted the
court, sternly, "I hae bound Mistuh
Luthuhwood ovuh to cote in a bond
which 1 deem sufficient to hold him
and the men said to be implicated
with Lira. Some of ou-w- citizens
have been killed and somemouli hub-i- t

by you people. Affidavits have been
filed and wawnts issued against you
all, and I tweat you as L tweat the
uth-uh- s hold you on yo-u- h own
wecognizance. See that the bonds ah
signed.Mistuh Cluh-i- k, an the pwopah
entwys made," and the judge set him-
self about making entries in his order
book amid a buzz of, admiration and
satisfaction all over the court-roo- rr

save in the part of the bar occupied by
the Tunnycliff party.

TO BE COSTBTCrD.

TALMAGF3 SJBttXOK

A Chrtatmaitide DtaMtme in the
Brooklyn Tabernacle.

"Tht Ttani and It Bamvadlag A
Gllmpsa at tk Chrlctata Sasaa f

KearljrXtaetaaa Haadrad Taara
Ago aad IU Baqaet.

The subject of Rv. T. DaWlttTal male's
Christmas sermon was "The Barn and Its
Sorroondingt." His, text wav:

The shepherds 83140116 to another: Let tn
now go even nnto Bethlehem, and ace this thlcg
which is come to pass. LuSte IL, 13.

Dr. Tatmaga said: One thoaiand years
of the world's existaaca rolled painf ally
and wearily along, aud no Christ. Two
thousand years, and no Christ. Three
thousand years, and no Christ. Four
thousand years, and no Christ. "Give as
a Christ," bad cried Assyrian and Per-

sian and Chaldean and Egyptian civiliza-
tions, but the lips of the earth and the
lips of the sky made no answer. The
world had already bsaa affluent of genins.
Among poets bad appeared Homer and
Thespis and ArUtrophanes and Sophocles
and Euripides and Alexis iE?chyIu, yet
no Christ to be the mn-- ,t poetic of
the centnrios. Among historians had ap-

peared Herodotus and Xenophon and
Thucvdide3, but no Christ from whom all
history was to date backward and for-

ward B. C. and A. D. Among coaqusr-or-s

Camillas and Manlin and Rzalns
and Xantippns and Hannibal and Scipio
and Pompoy and Ctesar, yot no Christ
who wa3 to be conquorer of earth and
HeaTen.

But the stow century and the slow year
nnd slow month and the slow hour at last
a rived. The world had had matins or
concerts in the morning nnd vespers or
concerts in the evening, bat now it is to
have a concert at midnight. The black
window-s'autte- of a December night
were thrown open, and sonio of the best
singers of the world whore they alt sing
stood there, and putting back the drapery
of cloud chanted a pjece anthem, until nil
tho echoes of hill and vatley applauded
and encored the hallelujah chorus.

At last the world has a Christ, and just
the Christ it needs. Come, let us go into
that Christmas scone as though we had
never before worshiped at the manger.
Here is a Madonna worth looking at. I
wondpr not that the most frequent name
in all lands and in all Christian centurios
is Mary. And there are Marys in palaces
and Marys in cabins, aud though German
and French and Italian and Spanish and
English pronounce it differently, thoy
are all namesakes of one whom we find on
a bed of straw, with her rale face against
the soft cheek of Christ in the night of the
nativity. All tho great painters have
tried cu canvas to present Mary and her
child, and the incidents of that most fa-

mous night of the world's history. Ra-

phael, in three different masterpieces,
celebrated them. TintorotandGufriandjo
surpassed themselves in the Adoration of,
the Magi. Corregio needod to do nothing
moro than his Madonna to become immor-
tal. The Madonna of the Lily, by Leonar-
do da Vinci, .will kindle tho admiration of
a!l ages. Murillo never won greater h

by his pencil than in his presenta-
tion of tho Holy Family. But nil the gal-

leries of Dresdon are forgotten when I
think of the small room of that gallery
containing the Sistins Madonna. Yet all
of them were copies of St. Matthew's Ma-

donna, and Luke's Madonna, tho inspired
Madonna of the Old Book, which we had
put into our hands when we wore infants,
and that wo hope to have under oar heads
when we die.

Behold, in the first place, that on the
first night of Christ's life God honored the
brute creation. You can not get Into that
Bethlehem barn without going past the
camels, the mnlos, tho dogs, the oxen. The
brutes of that stable heard the first cry of
the infant Lord. Some of the old painters
represent tha oxm an 1 camels kneeling
that night bsfore tho new-bor- n babe.
And well might thoy knee!. Have you
ever thought that Christ came, among
other things, to alleviate the sufferings of
the brute creation? V,'as it not appro-
priate that be should during the first few
days nnd nights of his life on earth be
sjrrounded by the dnmb beasts whose
moan and plaint and hollowing have for
ages been a prayer to God for tho

of their tortures and the rightiz o!
their wrongs? If did not merely "happon
50" that tha unintelligent creatures of
God should have bean that night
in c!o,e neighborhood. Not a
kennol in all tho csnturie?, not
a bird's nest, not a worn-ou- t
horse on towpatb, not a herd
freezing in tha poorly-bail- t cow-pe- not
a freight car in summer time bringing tho
beeves to market without water through
n thousand miles of agony, not a surgeon's
room witnessing tho struggles of fox, or
rabbit, or pigeon, or dog in the horrors of
v.visection, but ha an interest in the
fact that Christ was born in a stable sur-

rounded by brutes. Ha remembers that
night and tho prayor he heard in their
pitiful moan He will answer in the

of those who maltreat the dumb
brutes. They sarely have as much right
lu this world as we have.

In the first chapter of Genesis you may
sse that they were placed on the earth be-

fore man was the fish and fowl tho fifth
day and the quadruped the morning of
ths sixth day, and man not until the aft-
ernoon of that day. The whale, the
eagie, the lion, and all the lesser creat
ures of their kind wero predecessors of
the human family. They have the world
by right of possession. They have also
paid rent for the places they occupied.
What an army of defense all over the
land are the faithful watch dogs. And
who can tell what the world owes to
horse, and camel, and ox for trans-
portation? And robin and lark have
by the cantatas with which they have
filled orchard and forest, more than paid
for the few grains they have picked up
for their sustenance. When you abuse
any creature of God you strike its creat-
or, and you insult tha Christ who, though
he might have been welcomed into life
by princes, and taken his first infantile
slumber amid Tyrian plush, and canopied
coaches, and rippling waters from royal
aqueducts dripping into basins of ivory
and pearl, chose to be born on a level
with a cow's horn, or a camel's hoofs, or a
dog's nostril, that he might be the allevi-
ator of brutal suffering as well as the
redeemer of man.

Standing then, as I imagine now I do,
in that Bethlehem night, with an infant
Christ on the one side and the speechless
creature of God on the othar, I cry, Look
out how you strike the rowel into that
horse's side. Take off that curbed bit
from that bleeding mouth. Remove that
saddle from that raw back. Shoot not for
fun that bird that is too small for food.
Forgot not to put water into tha cage of
that canary. Throw out some crumbs to
those birds canght too far north in the
winter's inclemency. Arrest that man
who is making that one horse draw a
load heavy enough for three. Rush in
npon that scene where boys are torturing
a cat or transfixing butterfly or grasshop-
per. Drive not off that old robin, for her
nst is a mother's cradle, and under her
w.ng there may ba three or four prima
donnas of the sky in training. And In
your families and in roar schools teach
the coining generation more mercy than
the present generation has ever shown,
and in this marvelous Bible picture of
the nativity, while yon point out to them
the angel show them also the camel, and
while, they hear the celestial chant
let them also hear the cow's moan. No
more did Christ show interest in the
botanical world than when be said: "Con-
sider tha lilies," than be showed sym-
pathy far tha ocoitmslogical whea he

said: "Behold tha fowls of the air," art
theqaadrapedal worldwhea-h- e allowed
himself to bs called la oae place a Hob
aad id another place a Iamb. Meanwhile,
nay the Christ of the Bethlehem cattle-pe- n

have mercy on tha suffering stock-
yards that are preparing diseased and
fevered meat for our American boose
holds.

Behold also In this Bible scene how oa
that Christmas night God hoaered child-
hood.. Christ might hare made bis first
visit to our world in a cloud, as be will
descend on his next visit in a cloud. In
what a chariot of Illumined vapor be
might have rolled down the sky, escorted
by mounted cavalrv. with Ilahtninsr of
drawn sword. Elijah had a c arriage of
fire to take him up, why not Jesus a car
riage ot fire to fetch him down? Or over
the arched bridge of a rainbow the Lord
might have descended. Or Christ might
have bad his mortality built up on earth
out of the dust of a garden, as was Adam,
in full manhood at the start, without the
introductory feebleness of infancy. No,
no! Childhood was to ba honored by that
advent. He mnst have a chdd's lisht
limbs, and a child's dimpled hand, and a
child's beaming oye, and a child's flaxen
hair, and babyhood was to be honored fcr
all time to ccme, and a cradle was to
mean more than a grave. Mighty God!
May the reflection of that one child's face
beseanindll infantile faces. Enough have
those fathers and mothers on hand if
thoy have a child in the house. A throne,
a crown, a scepter, a kingdom under
charge. Be careful how you strike him
across the head, jarring the brain. What
you say to him will be centennial and
millennial, and a hundred years and a
thousand years will not stop tha echo and
reecho. Do not say, "It is only a child."
Rather say, "It i3 only nn imntortaL" It
is only a masterpiece of Jehovah. It is
only a being that shall outlive the sun and
moon aud stars and ages qnadrillenninl.
God has infinite resources, nnd he can
givo presents of great valus, but when he
wants to givo tha richest possible gift to
a household he looks around all the worlds
and all the nniverse aud then gives a
child. The greatest present that God ever
gave our world he gave about 1SS7 years
ago, nnd ho gave it on a Christmas night,
and it was of such value that Heaven ad-
journed for a recess and camo down and
broke through the clouds to look at
it. Yea. in all ages God has honored child-
hood. He makes almost everv picture a
failure, unless there be a child either
playing on the floor, or looking through
the window, or seated on the lap gazing
into the face of its mother. It was a child
in Nnaman's kitchen that told tho great
Syrinn.warrior whoro he might go and
get cured of the leprosy, which, nt the
seventh plunge in tho Jordan, was left at
the lottom of tho river. It was to the
cradle of leaves in which a child was laid
rocked by tho Nilo that God called the at-

tention of history. It was a sick child
that ovoked Christ'3 enrntive sympathies.
It was a sick child that Christ set in tho
midst of the squabbling disciples to teach
the lesson of humility. We are informed
that wolf, nud leopard, and lion
shall ba yet so domesticated that
a little child shall lead them.
A child dee'ded Waterloo, show-
ing the army of Blucher how thev could
take a short cut through the fields when,
if the old road had been followed, the
Prussian General would have come up too
late to save the destinies of Europe. It
was a child that decided Gettysburg, he
having overheard two Confederate Gen-

erals in a conversation in which they de-
cided to march for Gettysburg instead of
Harri sharp, and this, reported to Gov-
ernor Curtin, the Federal forces started
to meet their oppononts at Gettysburg.
And the child of is to decide all
the great battles, make all the laws, set-

tle all the destinies and usher in the
world'.! salvation or destruction. Mca,
women, nations, all earth and all Heaven,
behold the child! Is there any velvet
so soft as a child's cheek? Is there any
sky so blue a3 a child's eye? Is there any
music so sweet as tha child's voice? Is
thre any plume so wary as a child's hair?

Notice also that in this Bible night scene
God honored scienc. Who are tha three
wise men kneeling bafore the divine in-

fant? Npt boors, not ignoramnses, but
Caspar, Belthasar and Molchior, men who
knew all that was to ba known. They
wero tho Isaac Nowtons. and Ilar3chels.

! iml Faradays of their time. Their al- -

c!omy was tho forerunner of our snblime
chemistry, their astrology the mother of
our magnificent astronomy. They had
studiod stars, studied metals, studied
physiology, studied every thing. And
when I see theso scientists bowing before
the beautiful babe. I sco the prophecy of
tho time when all the telescopes and mi-
croscope, nnd all tho Leyden jars, and
all tho electric battsrios, aad all tha ob-
servatories, and all the universities shall
now to Jesns. It Is much that way al
ready, n hero is tho college that does not
have morning prayers, thus bowing at the
manger? ho have beea the greatest phy-
sicians? Omitting the names of the liv
ing, lest we should be Invidious, have we
not had among them Christian men like
our own Joseph C. Hutchinson, nnd Rush,
and Va'cntine Mott, and Abercrombie,
and Abornethy? Who have been our
greatest scientists? Joseph Henry, who
lived and died in tho faith of the Gospel,
and Agassiz, who, standing with his
students among tho hills, took off his hat
and said, "Young gentlemen, before we
study tbesj rocks, let ns pray for wisdom
to tho God who made the rocks." y

the greatest doctors and lawyers of Brook-
lyn and New York, and of all this land,
and of all lands, revere the Christian re
ligion, and are not ashamed to say so be-

fore juries nnd Legislatures and Senates.
All geology will yet bow before
the Rock of Ages. AH botany will
yet worship tha Rose of Sharon. AH
astronomy will yet recognize the Star
of Bethlehem. And physiology and anat-
omy will join hands and say: We must,
by tho help of God, get the human race
up to the perfect nerve, and perfect mus-
cle, and perfect brain, and perfect form of
that perfect child before whom nigh two
thousand years ago Caspar, aud

and Molchoir ben: their tired knees
in worship.

Behold, also, in that first Christmas
night that God honored the fields. Come
in, shep jerd boys, to Bethlehem, and see
the child. "No," they soy, "we are not
dressed good enongii to coma in." "Yes,
you are; come ia." Sure enough, the
storms, and tho night dew, and tha bram-
bles, have mads rough work with their

but none have a better right to
come in. They were the first to hear the
music of that Christmas night. The
first announcement of a Saviour's birth
was made to those man in the fields.
There were wiseacres that night in
Bethlehem and Jerusalem snoring in deep
sleep, and there were salaried officers of
government, who,bearing of it afterward,
may have thought that they ought to
have had tho first news of such a great
event. Soma ona dismounting from a
swift camel at their door and knocking
until at some sentinel's question: "Who
comes there?" the great ones of the palaca
might have been told of the celestial
arrival. No; the sherpherds heard the
first two bars of the music, the first in
the major key and the last in the subdued
minor: "Glory be to God in the highest,
and on earth peace, good will to men."

Ah, yes; the fields were honored. The
old shepherds with plaid and crook have
for the most part vanished, bnt we have
grazing our United States pasture fields
and prairies contain about forty five mill-

ion sheep and all their keepers ought to
follow the shepherds of my text, and all
those who toil in fields, and all vine-
dressers, all orchardists, all husbandmen.
Not only that Christmas night, bat all up
aad down the world's history God has
bees honoring the fiald. Nearly all tha
nussiahs of reform, aad literature, and

eloquence, and law, aad b erolaa,
lave cone from tha Mu WMHiagtaa
from the fields. Jefferson from the
fields. The presidential martyrs, Garfield
and Lincoln, from tha fields. Henry Clay
from the fields. Daalel Webster from the
fields. Martin Luther from the fields.
And before this world is right the
overflowing popalattoas of oar crowded
cities will have to tab to tha fields. In
stead of ten merchants ia rivalry aa to
who shall sell that oae apple, wa want at
least eight of them to go oat and raise
apples. Instead of tea merchants desirlag
to sell that ona bushel of wheat, we waat
at least eight of them to ro out and raise
wheat. The world wants now more hard
hands, more bronzed cheeks, mora mus-

cular arms. To the fields! God honored
them when he woke up the shepherds by
the midnight anthem, and he will, wbila
the world lasts, continue- - to honor tha
fields. When the shepherd's crook was
that famous night stood against the wall
of the Bethlehem kahn, it was a prophecy
of the time when thresher's' flail, and
farmer's plow, and woodman's axe, and
ox's yoke, and rake shall
surrender to the God who made the coun-
try as man made the town.

Behold also that on that Christmas
night God honored motherhood. Two
angels on their wings might have brought
an infant Saviour to Bethlehem without
Mary's being there at all. When the vil-

lagers on tha morning of December 23
awoke, by Divine arrangement and in
some unexplained way, the child, Jesus,
might have been found in some comfort-
able cradle of the village. Bat no, no!
Motherhood for all time was to ba con-

secrated, and one of the tenderest rela-
tions was to be tho maternal relation, and
one of the sweetest words "mother." In
all ages God has honored good mother-
hood. John Wesley had a good
mother: St. Barnard had a good
mother; Samuel Badgett a good
mother; Doddridge a good mother; Wat-t-

b'cott a good mother; Benjamin West
a good mothor. In a great audience, most
of whom were Christian. I asked that all
those who had been blessed of Christian
mothers arise, and almost the entire as-
sembly stocd up. Don't you see how im-
portant it is that all motherhood ba con-
secrated? Why did Titian, tha Italian
artist, when he sketched tho Madonna,
make it an Italian face? Why did Ru-
bens, tha German artist, in his Madonna,
make It a German face? Why did Joshua
Reynolds, the English artist, in his Ma-

donna, make it an English face? Why did
Murillo, the Spanish artist, in his Ma-

donna, make it a Spanish face? I never
heard, but I think they took
their own mothers as the type
of Mary, the mother of Christ.
When you hear some one in sermon or
oration speak in the abstract of a good,
faithful, honest mother, your eyes fill up
with tears, while you say to yourself,
that was my mother. The first word a
child utters is apt to ba "mother," and
tho old man In his dying dream calls,
"Mother! mother!" It matters not
whether she was brought up In the sur-
roundings of a city, and in afHaont home,
and was dressed appropriately with'ref-erenc- e

to the demands of modern life, or
whether she wore tha e cap,
and great round spectacles, and apron ot-

her own make, and knit your socks with
her own needles, seated by the broad fire-
place, with great back-lo- ablaze on a
winter night. It matters not how many
wrinkles crossed and recrossed her face,
or how much her shoulders stooped with
the burdens ot a long life, it you painted
a Madonna hers would be the face. What
a gentle hand she had when we were sick,
and what a voice to soothe pain, and was
there any one who could so fill up a
room with peace, and purity, and
light? And what a sad day that nai
when we came homa and she could greet
us not, for her lips were r still.
Come back, mother, this Christmas day,
and take your old place, and as ten, or
twenty, or fifty years ago, coma and
open the old Bible yon used to read,
and kneel in the same place whore yoa
used to pray, and look upon us
as of old when yon wished as a merry
Christmas ora happy New Year. But no!
That would not be fair to call you
back, lou bad troubles enough, and
nche.s enough, and bereavements
enough while you wero here.
Tarry by the throne, mother, till wa
join you there, your prayers all answered,
and ia tho eternal homestead of our God
we shall again keep Christmas jubileo to- -
gothor. But speak from vour thrones, all
you glorified mothers, and say to all these,
your sons and daughters, words of love,
words of warning, word3 of cheer. They
need your voice, for they have traveled
far and with many a heart-brea- k since
you left them, and you do well to call
from the heights cf Heavou to tha valleys
of the earth. Hail, enthroned ancestry!
We are coming. Keep a place for us right
besido you at the banquet.

years More swiftly run
Into the gold of that unscttiag sun.
Homesick we aie for thee.
Calm land beyond the sea.

hi
FLINT-LOC-K PISTOLS.

Weapons That Are High-
ly 1'rized by Collectors.

The old style of fl muzzle-loadin- g

pistol will bring twice the price y

that It commanded when ft was the finest
thing known tn the way of small s.

But ft U purchased as a relic, a cariosity.
It ts very hard to get one. They arc, of
course, no longer made, and those who
jhance to have one hold on to it because
it will get still more valuable as it becomes
elder.

The o!d style of plttol was never of much
ma The fi went off only about
once in ten trials. Then ft took about as
much time and bother to load as a gun.
The handle of this old pistol was gencrallj
of black walnut or ome hard, dark wood
with cuts crosswise to give a better grasp.
The handle was also made long so that It
could be held the more steadily. The le

weapon wa some ten inches fn length,
about thirty-si- x caliber, and with a hair
trigger. It could not be carried convenient-
ly except in a belt

The best manufacturers of these pistols
were a Dublin firm, McMulIan Brothers.
The firm no longer exists. They arc not
regularly manufactured ia these days of re-
volvers. Some few are made, dragged
around in the dirt to make them look
scratched and worn, aad when the barrel
gets a little rusty they are offered to the
public as antiquities.

"These old piitols." said one of the em-
ployes of the Remingtons, "can hardly ba
found anywhere in this country. It is hard
to tell waere they have vanished to. I have
been zll over the United States, and even in
Dakota you don'c meet with them. There
are some in Europe and Costa Rica. They
are used for dueling. Tha old style of pis-
tol is now an object of interest only to col-
lectors. Eiit the best specimens have al-
ready been! bought up "

William Reed, a Boston dealer in fire-
arms, has made a very good collection of
arms. Bat the finest collection in the conn-tr- y

is said to be that of Xorudnf, Jay Gould'
old associate. He has three large rooms
hlled with all kinds of antique s.

Though there are very few gentlemen whe
make collections of this kind, a great many
who are fond of shooting like to get one ot
these old muzzle-loader- s. Bachelors stick
them np ia their ua..V; Y. Eetnbto
World.

our miseries in Ufa are im-
aginary, and therefore unnecessary; and
the other half are mada doubly bitter by tha
nursing we give them. In our Imperfect
state this ia all inevitable, perhaps, though
it sbonld be our effort to rise above that
which is la any sense subject to oar resolu-
tion. There are many things to "keep r.

United Vrttbyieria-t- .

God intends not to deny us Hie eomfozta.
bat to instruct s tow U value them.

AffX j,,

SOUTHERN SENTIMENTS.
M T Ii ill. St nmtt-r- y

flows a Host lalaaatlai
vTaaraat us Alaaaasa.

The danger is that inch a wise safe-
guard may be lost sight of in the inev-
itable tendency of the President's ar-
guments. Taking wool as an illustra-
tion, the President eaters into a minute
calculation as to the profit a wool
grower derives from adnty on wool
and tho loss he experiences in his par-cha- se

of woolen goods. Would not
the same argument apply to cotton?
The duty on manufactured cottoa
goods of the class generally worn
throughout the United States North
and South, is 35 per cent, ad valorem.
If it is a fact that the duty is added to
the price of the
article, then the people are taxed

cent, on every yard of cottoa
goods. It happens, however, that such
is not a fact. The price of cotton
goods in this country is but very little
higher than it is abroad; and while we
pay a little more for the higher grades
of cotton goods we keep up the price
of cotton, and we build up home facto-
ries to add to its consumption, and we
arc keeping at home here at the South
millions of dollars which would other-
wise go to foreign markets. We see
no difference in principle between the
case of woolen goods and that of cot-
ton goods. Now, while we would like
to see woolen goods cheaper, wo would
not like to see cotton goods cheaper,
because cheap cotton goods means
cheap bales of cotton.

The free trader in wool might make
capital in a district where but little, if
any, wool is grown; but the free-
trader in cotton goods would find it
rough sailing in any Southern district.
We must give and take.

We think tho President's reasoning-a-
to the relative strength of population!

is not sound. He assumes that every
man reported as nn agriculturist by
the census returns is in conflict on thia
question with those reported as manu-
facturers. Tho fallacy of this sum-
mary is in the fact that large num-
bers of agriculturists are employed
about the large manufacturing cities-On-e

canning factory buys all the
peaches of a county. Another buys all
the tomatoes of several counties. Tho
candy-make- rs and peanut-oi- l refiners
of New York give employment to the
farmers of several counties in Virginia.
One hotel in Boston employs several
dairy farms. The cotton oil mills of
the South add greatly to the demand,
for cotton labor, and furnish a large
per cent, of its compensation. Hem
in Alabama, about Mobile, our truck:
farmers are kept going by the demand
for early vegetables from Western
manufacturing cities. When Birming-
ham and othcrcitics of North Alabama,
get their full growth they will givo
employment to new garden farms
throughout the coast country. So,
then, a very large body of agricultur-
ists have an identical interest in the
growth and prosperity of American
manufactures.

The truth is that all interests in this
country are and ought to be mutually
dependent, and instead of devising
schemes to open our doors to foreign
goods which may destroy our own
factories and leave us at the mercy of
foreign traders, we should endeavor to
protect and expand our internal com-
merce.

The reasoning of the President is
precisely that of the Bright and Cob-de- n

school. Happily the world has
discarded the doctrine as unsound.
Every strong Government of modern
times, except England, protects its
home labor from foreign competition.

Practically, however, the issue to
which the President's argument tends
is not upon us in any dangurous form.
It is true that in his desire to lesson
duties he hiuts at retaining the'tobacco
tax, and thus endangers the success of
his part' in those Middle States which
have demanded a removal of the ex-

cise on tobacco; but it is to be hoped
other questions of graver and more
practical import will keep those States
within the party.

So far a3 the South is concerned, we
deplore the introduction of the free-tra- de

argument into our politics. On
that question the whites will divide in
the future as they divided in the past,
and the fear is that white unity, built
up in the face of such dangers and dis-

tress as the world never before wit-
nessed, will go to pieces and leave
society in chaos. Grasping at shad-
ows, we are risking the substance of
social peace and pure government.
Mobile HegUler (Bern.).

ENGLISH AOMIR AT ION.
The London !rra Greet GroTera 3ae-sa-

wttb Ghonlinh Glee.
The following clever cryptogram, ar-

ranged by the editor of the Clermont
Courier, published at Batavin, O..
shows plainer than any long-wind-

argument where Cleveland's free-tra-

message met with the heartiest recep-
tion:

ACT J, President Cleveland has proven tha
poicy o: protection to &e a practical anaF theoretical absurdity. The stone now set
rolling will not stop until the idol of protec-
tion U broUea in piece.

Lonaon uauj ..tut.
that Mr. Cleveland has tan

courage to confront the serried phalanx ot
protectionists on the eve of a contest for
the Presiuaccy. When trad: is free every
nat:oa discovers its attest ori.

London Tim.
XCHANCE d dn't open as buoyant as was
expected, ine explanation u mat peocieI doubt whether Coc-re- ss will zez on tn

If the Houto does asree.
the Rspublicaa Senate may still disagree.

London tii. Jumef GjSetU.

It mtm, an absolutely
oa the Presidential

EXERCISE. names aad party ties are thrown
The governing Usue

or free trade.
London flaily Globe.

MESSAGE will produce a profound sen-
sation In Europe as well as In America, and
will strecjrthea the can
throa;nout the world.

London Morning Post.

EVOLCnOXARV starting rCnt lathe St
eal costrorersies of the United states:
Whether it will bna? about tsozaedlatelr a
new departure ia their fiscal policy de-
pends upon its reception by Centres.

LoadOit Munlaril.
N IMPORTANT and sojrrestlTe messie
has been sent to Congress. It tne poller
of President Cleveland is adopted Its effect
on the trade of the world can not tail to ba
immense.

Latvian ChronkU.
NOT SEEM ta perceive the effect cfbis
arguments, or even the meaning of tna

DOES words. His statement that the
ot free trade is irrelevant is
and preposterous.

London Oath Xrm.
FREE TRADE, President dsvamy not. la the strictest sens

ESTABLISH
free.
but it will, to agrcuexteav.

HTviiOsS
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